LIVING BIOGRAPHIES OF FAMOUS AMERICANS

suffered a paralytic stroke. An entr'acte, the author giving warn-
ing that a colorful drama was drawing toward its climax. He re-
covered sufficiently to act once more, and to found the Players5
Club at Gramercy Park in New York.

Edwin had earned fabulous sums, and had spent them all.
Much of his wealth had gone toward helping friends in trouble.
For this generosity he would accept no thanks, nor would he
allow his beneficiaries to make known his gifts. Once, as Edwin
was leaving the Players3 Club in gay company, an old actor
rushed to him and with tears in his eyes kissed his hands. All the
while he was muttering words which Edwin saw to it were not
heard by his companions. "The poor old thing has had a hard
time until lately," remarked one of the company, after Edwin
had sped him away, "but now he seems to have had a windfall."
"Yes," Edwin replied, "the old dear is provided for, thank
heaven." It was not until after Edwin's death that those present
learned the truth: Edwin's own money had bought the man a
small annuity.                                                                     t

Once again, March and April were to witness stirring events in
Edwin's life. In March (1891) his business and acting partner,
Lawrence Barrett, collapsed during a performance of Richelieu,
and two days later he died. Edwin strove valiantly to keep going
alone; but feeble himself, he could not carry on. In April he
played a farewell performance in Hamlet, and shortly afterward
succumbed to nervous prostration. Living now at the Players'
Club, Edwin lingered on for two years. He was not without good
company, for all who knew him flocked to his bedside. But Edwin
was through with living, was indeed welcoming death who, he
said, "gives us a life more healthful and enduring than all the
physicians, temporal or spiritual, can give."

The Eternal Author had prepared a climax fitting to the
drama that was Edwin's life. At the Players' Club he lay, between
periods of coma and consciousness.-It was "now that very witch-
ing hour," that Edwin had so often recited in his most famous
role, Hamlet. About his bedside were assembled close friends*